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possible to move about in London and equally im-
possible to get out of London, simply because so
many new cars are published every month. , One
motor-cycle can make a bigger nuisance of itself than
ten thousand bad books. A novel, even a very bad
one, comes into the world quietly, allows itself to be
put on a shelf or thrown into a dustbin, and never
makes a sound. It does not snarl at you and try to
crush your leg. The house next door may have been
invaded by a hundred new novels, and yet you may
not know they are there. They do not insist upon
your noticing them, as new radio sets and gramo-
phones do. And men do not stand outside bookshops
trying to entice you in to buy new novels. No hawkers
pester you at the door with them. You have only to
keep away from lending libraries, the interiors of
bookshops, publishers' offices, and the advertisement
pages of the literary weeklies, to be completely oblivi-
ous of the fact that these novels are arriving in the
world at all.

A great many people must be engaged now in
writing fiction. But what of that? In such a world as
this, writing fiction is a comparatively innocent occu-
pation, its worst results being nothing more than a
certain curtailing of exercise and a certain increase
of irritation and vanity. On the whole, writing novels
will do a man less harm than going to the races,
standing in bars drinking double whiskies, falling in
love with the wrong women, murdering animals and
birds, sitting at bridge tables, or dining too expen-